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Scene 8 

(CARL at kitchen stove heating water for shave. KEVIN enters. ) 
KEVIN: Got the old monster firing have you? 
CARL: Where've you been? I'm sorry. It's not that you have 
Lo report to me certainly, but Slick-- 
KEVIN: Missed me with a crying jag or two. 
CAKL: Just one, and Bicky and Bunky just disappeared! I think 
he was mad at her for dancing or something. That guy radiates 
a generalized hate. 
KEVIN: Agreed, so I escorted them out. They wanted to go 
lust night and I wanted them to go. Especially after he 
smacked her around. 
Cari: ¢Not 
KEVIN: First...a kind of slaphappy cozy little clown who's 
taught to be sweetly retarded; then you turn around at thirty 
or forty and your life has been surrendered. Can you think 
of anything more chilling? 
CARL: No. Sounds a bit like the black experience. I (testing 
the water with his finger) ...wonder how Slick would feel 
about their leaving. 
KEVIN: I acted for Slick. Thre was no chance that they 
would've stayed with him until-- And if there was I vowed 
to stop it. Do you want that water to shave? 
CARL: I thought I might. 
KEVIN: Well lift up that lid. (He does.) See? Big water 
tank with tessa water all the time. Take this soup ladle 


and-- 
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KEVIN: I simply want to be thelast to Say goodbye. Since 
i1'm--God help him--his best friend. 

CARL: He has asked me repeatedly to stay--for a couple of 
months anyway. 

KEVIN: Please don't. Please decide to go. I'm saying that 
because neither of us are up to what he needs. We simply 
courkdn'+.-do it. He/fying and we would muck it up the way 

we do everything. 

CARL: Speak for yourself. Please! 

KEVIN: I'll speak for you. You know that you'll eventually - 
go drifting off to catch some half-baked teaching job somewhere. 
That you'll smile and be nice for that boa short period 
before it all goes sour and you have to move on again. 

And that's your life: little gambles that fail. Now don't 
bristle. I'm harder on myself. Ice-Heart of the foreign 
service, trimming and clipping myself like a poodle. 
Efficiency without heart; love without passion. 

CARL: That all sounds rehearsed. 

KEVIN: It is. I like to hear the truth over anliover. 

CARL: ‘That's your business but you don't have to inflict-—- 
KEVIN: I don't want to inflict either of us on Slick. 

He needs so much more. Even Slick deserves more than that. 
CARL: I'm simply not going to listen to you! His his his 
offer was is preposterous, but...I like to think I'm worthy 
of it. No matter what I I decide to do No, I don't accept 
your your smear of me. 

KEVIN: (embracing him; he's too shocked to pull away) 

Carl Carl Carl. If noble ideas flooded through either of us, 


’ 


then the flood would cease after a week or so. LeaviwW then'd 
hurt him more. 
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CARL: But distin to die alone-- 

KIVIN: (pushing him to arm's length) I've cleared that. 
They know around here. If he gets too bad some old granny 
will come down off Turkey Bone Mountain and nurse him until-- 
CARL: You...may be right in that it may be too much. 
KiVIN: L'm sorry about the Amherst thing. I thought that 
particular truth might set you free. 

CAKL: L'm never free of anything. It just locks down in there. 
KEVIN: (embraces him) You're too good for this world. 
CAKL: Besides, you did it to set you free, Kevin. 

KEVIN: (seductively) Or are you? 

CARL: (pushingher off) Another victim won't make you free 
either. 

KINVIN: We'tre...both lousy people. You're just more 
superficiously agreeable. 

CARL: ‘Training. 

KEVIN: The same one I received myself. 

CARL: And are paying back. 

KEVIN: As you should. 

CARGi: = TG"s. not-in me. 

KEVIN: Too bad because nothing much else is. 

CARL: Why you little-- 

KEVIN: You have to do what I do not to have your pain. 
CARL: That's...not much of a choice. 


KEVIN: Don't (exiting) leave without saying goodbye. 
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Scene 9 

(SLICK alone at table with guitar. Dressed in glitzy 
Cowboy outfit, he talks and strums., ) 
SLICK: Well now most of the songs of life are sad and that's 
a fact. What's that? It's not that I mind your talking it's 
just I can't hear what you're saying. You say it's my singing 
Lhat's sad? What's that man's rank? Colonel? He'll be 
general in the morning with that judgement. 

Of course! I'm kidding too. Hey I been doin a little 
drinking also. You know since I been talking to you gentlemen-- 
und you Ladies tool--I been trying to thirk of a tune called 
PLUMBLOSSOM. Make you cry real tears I guarantee. I heard 
somedoclor in Chicago University said you'd live long if you 
cried your heart out every month or so. Must be hillbilly 
music fan. At any rate I'm not gonna leave you crying I 
hope, so let's hear something a little more upbeat, novelty 
song that the late-- (Banging sound and then CARL 
bursts in wearing new fishing togs and carrying a small trout 
in both hands.) 
CARL: Look at this! Look at this! Man outsmarts trout. It was 
a contest that lasted a half hour or so--nibble nibble cat and 
mouse. Under limbs and in and out of rocks. 
SLICK: Never mind all that. What I gonna do with him? 
CARL: Clean him! I'm off to catch his wife. Then we're 
talking trout and homefries and beer, also known as heaven on earth! 
I tell you if scent were sound there's a thousand decibels out there! 
SLICK: Oh shush with that! (CARL exits.) What...? 


CARL: (off) Clean him! 


vOULUNS ss 


SLICK: (holding up fish to his "audience) Clean him? 
Why Looka here! Aint that much to him. 

(CARL shrieks and laughs outside, evidentally in response 
to his immediate fishing adventure; SLICK brightens since he 
thinks his last line provoked the laugh. ) 


SLICK: (bows) I thank you kindly folks. 


# 


JILL ==-Female, 20s 


MICK (Mickey) -- Male, 20s 


1 MICK'S room of small apartment 
2 same 
3 same 


The present 


All rights reserved -- apply to the author. 
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A room with a single bed, thrift shop furniture. Semi-dark. 
JILL enters and fumbles around MICKEY on the bed. Lights snap up 
full as he leaps up, clad only in a sequined jockstrap--paper 


money stuck into it. 


SE ET? Pretender! I...knew you weren't asleep, you-- 
Mick: (covering money with his hands) You'd steal from art! 
JiLt: Art (sits) is a fart blown through the asshole of time. 


But that's only the classy version. (stretching out to 
touch him) You're mottling. (Did) you know that? Cheap 


body makeup! 


Mick: (recoils). Thief! 
SELLE: Whore! 
Mick: (during his version of ballet) I dance. My personal 


life is my own. 
JILL: Still tie-of f? 
Mick: (question has stopped him.) The world forces necessity 


on us all. 


JiEL: And necessity is the mother of erection. 

Mick: The modern woman's fallacy: mistaking vulgarity for wit. 
Jill: I knew we had to have one. Uh, still tie off? 

Mick: (resumes dancing, but with greater delicacy.) 


To repeat, My personal life-- 
JLT is disgusting! I've been too. I Know. It makes you 


feel lousy, before during and after. Hey! 


That's always, isn’t it? 


Mick: Mine, befitting art, is a more detached view. 

pith: Hardly the way the ladies who tip you so generously 
look at...things. It's up or you're out! 
They want their rights under the Truth 
In Lusting Bill. 

Mick: Just shut up, Jill. We all do the same-- 

JilL1: disgusting thing in the metaphor--or some such 


bullshit--I know. 


Mick: I have a PhD and want to teach literature. That's all I 
want. I'd abandon the dance, art though it is. 

Jill: Decadence, right? Your field? What else? 

Mick: Oscar Wilde, Beardsley and the whole gang. Pink-ink 


gay like me. 

Jill: You? Sour-beer gay more like. (pulls him down next to 
her on bed) And yet wonderful! 

Mick: Not a penny. Not a sou. In fact screw you! 

Jill: Rent-mate! When that football player broke your heart? 
Remember me then? Huh? Your only buddy, Buddy! 

Mick: A mutually agreed upon break-UP!...however painful. He 
was afraid the pros wouldn't draft him. 

Ji44 5 (arm around him) I feel so safe with you. I can't tell 
you how good and how terrible that makes me feel. 

Mick: I don't have time for ambivilance. I have to get a real 
job. (shrugging her arm off) And I can't tolerate you 
and your ceaseless problems! 

Hie Bt te Just need money. So what else is new, huh? 


I can pay back in two weeks--Chairman just gave me a comp course. 


Jill: 


Mick: 


Sel L 


Mick: 


Bie Bs RS es 


Mick: 


Ji 1S 


Mick: 


Jill: 


Mick: 


= bs Ia RS: Se 


Mick: 


| 2 ke 


Mick: 


SALLE? 
Mick: 
D9 i Se 
Mick: 
Jill: 
Mick: 


Jill: 


(trying to pluck bill from jockstrap) Ooooo that’s a 
ten! (He leaps up.) Poor I have never known such love! 
(gets attache case, returns to sit) Keep it ona 
business basis. 

(while he throws loose money in) You've already bought 
all my books. 

(snaps case shut) Pity. 

All right! I have the new composition text, changed 
after fifteen years. 

I am mad to come in contact with it! 

Kids pay 24.95. 

Ten. 

You jest, nearly naked, greedy capitalist! 

Going wuh-unce (once). 

No way. I can do without lunch. Again. 

Tuh-wice! 

I might need a little more for a frock for the big man's 
bash tonight. 

Half off at the Congregational 

Thrift Shop this week. The Ladies'll figure it out for 
you--slowly. 

(holding hand out) I'll take it! 

The book? 

I get it from the chairman at noon. 

I pay for it, therefore, at noon plus ten. 

But how about the Greeks for lunch? 

No thanks, but lovely of you to ask. 


You know I eat at eleven. And I can't eat without-- 


Mick: 
Jill: 
Mick: 
Jikl: 


Mick: 


Jill: 


Mick: 


Jill: 


You wish an advance? 

Yeah, ten. 

Collateral? 

Well I can't say my body in your case. 

(opens case, hands her ten, closes gently) I warn you! 
I'll sell your bea! 

(examining ten) Mick, you represent all that’s great in 
this country: queer, licentious, greedy, and mean. 
I*1l be meaner if-- Get that book here at 12:10 or-- 
(rising) It's my home too! 

(mocks his dancing while exiting) 


(off-) Prick! 


Scene 2. 
MICK in neat slacks and t-shirt which extols classical music 


in some way; JILL enters in hideous dress, carrying book. 


Mick: Jesus! 

b437- Only thing left'd fit me! 

Mick: Jesus. 

JLT: You can help! We can do something! Please! 

Mick: Don't go. They'll never miss you. The big man meets a 


thousand people a week, and the Chairman'll probably get 
lost. 

= I 3 I got to. I put in for the PhD. I can't miss anything 
from now on. Besides, they assign toadies to watch and 
listen...and sniff. 

Mick: You're a poet. You don't need a PhD. 

Jill: That's what the Chairman said. Then he said I should go 
on and get it. And I thought does he mean on out of 
here? 

Mick: You caught him on a normal day. If you can contradict 


yourself inside the same word he can. 


Ji 41% Oh God! 
Mick: I‘ll help you. Don't (extracting book) worry. 
SITU: Not that. I mean I've done something horrible to my 
stomach. 
Mick: What'd you eat this time? Fiery tacos and rotted 
horseradish? 
Bi at Be Greek gives me this garbage sandwich: cold cut ends, 


jittle mini mothballs of provolone-- 
esus 


Mick: 


Jill: 


Mick: 


Bae © &; 


Mick: 


Jill: 


Mick: 


Jill: 


Mick: 


2 bp fe = Be 
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And it looked so awful I said stick a lot of hot peppers 
on there. 
Ah! Accompanied by Perrier perchance? 
Twin Brothers Ale being selectively introduced into this 
area for a dollar a quart. 
Well it all goes with the dress. 
I wasn't supposed to meet him up there, and what's he 
doing up there? It turned my stomach upside down! 
Uh? Whe(re)--? 
Up on The Heights! Eating my lunch among the rubbers 
and botany classes and I got the bottle upside down 
figuring the dregs might kill me and (She imitates 
Chairman) "Oh there you are." 
I I I I I was coming to your office. 
“What a beautiful dress. Do wear it tonight." 
Hands me the book. 
"Wait a minute. This is my book." (She shrugs and he 
picks up imitation.) 
"Well no matter but you will remind me I gave you my 
book because you see I won't later to be able to find my 
book and I have enough to think about what with 
arranging the reception for the big man tonight and 
working on my inpromptu remarks introducing him. 
See here this is irregular your taking my book; I don't 
care if you're a poet or not. And this poet 

business is well and good as a sideline but--" 
"This place runs on scholarship! Not hobbies. What you 
do on your own time is your business, but we'd want you 


to nail down that PhD, and then start producing articles 


Jill: 


Mick: 
SS ipl ts 


Mick: 


x fs A BY 
Mick: 


Jill: 


Mick: 


4 te Pe Re 


Mick: 
19 SB 


Mick: 


Jill: 


Mick: 
Jiiis 
Mick: 
JILL: 


Mick: 


B fs os ip Be 


Mick: 


~J 


(cont) and why don't you apply to the PhD program at 
least? Let us decide. 

That'll be the day. 

"We're in the business of deciding, you know." 

It's just that vanilla-chocolate has stumped us for the 
longest time. 

I did Sir! I applied! 

"Well you do that!" 

Close close close and then he’s got me pinned against a 
wall! 

Oh good! 

Actually I manouevered him there so I could stand 
against it ‘cause my stomach...went! 

Not in my jockey's one hopes. 

Not...that bad, and I was wearing no underwear, none. 
No matter. He's too old for a wall job. Takes an 
athlete. 

That's why I was wearing this dress. That snooty black 
faggot that cleans up the thrift shop threw out all my 
old clothes when I was trying on-- 

Carlos is just one of those things. 

Included my best panties. 

He is a collector...additionally. 

I can stay airy tonight. 

Just don't do any Flamincos. Now! You undoubtedly want 
to ask about my morning? 

(long blank) 


Well what a morning! 


Jill: 


Mick: 


Jill: 


Mick: 


Ai oe y- 
Mick: 


PUMP! 


didi; 


Mick: 


2 eo) 
Mick: 


Jill: 


Mick: Pity. 
Jit: 
Mick: 
veal 


Mick: 


Put it in a memo. 

Jusst cultivating the same old fat bag at the worst 
Junior college in the state, nay the nation! to give me 
a job teaching dummy composition. 

(computer voice) And how far did this cult-vat-ning go, 
dancing-faggot-scholar? 

Set for Tuesday. I won't dance that night. I'11l save 

myself! Dinner and drinks at some pseudo-ethnic 
restaurant, RUMble over the ball floor, one rose between 
uS in Our teeth...and then! 

Her place or this dump? 

Her condo will witness the prodigious (explosive) P-P-P- 
The cigarette. The job offer--if I'm ready to perform 

again after the obligatory smoke. 

Those things'll kill you. 

You turn the stomach-cutting ale bottle upside down. 
I*1l make love--in the euphemism--to the Goodyear 
Blimp! (rapid panting which diminishes after a bit) 

Is it always in the euphemism? 

Mostly. 

I mean with me and the many guys (counts to five on 


fingers, goes back two) it always was. 


Nothing depresses me like agreeing with you. 
Look at you! Nothing depresses me like you. 
Then think of pumping up the Goodyear Blimp! 


Your cruelty knows no bra. 


2 
FRETS First thing (when) I get rich!You'll see! But you won't. 


No reason to show you anything. 


Mick: Work on your hostility towards earnest fairies. 

sALT (slow survey) Everything is death here. 

Mick: I'll buy some pillows. 

Jill: Oh Mickey! After my comp course, what? They won't give 


me another one unless I'm in the PhD program and they 
won't let me into the fuckin thing! 


’ 


Mick: Write your weird poems and fuck ‘em! Look what their 
book-larnin' got me: tying elastic on my ding dong. 

S413: (as if seeing vision) There's a committee meeting right 
now deciding my fate! 

Mick: In some modest dwelling. They act like Alexander the 
Great in the department, and then go home to these 
bungalows...knock the spouse around before settling down 
to footnotes. 

$4113 They're voting! I can see! 

Mick:(Flit) "By the bye, I'd love another of those Kenyan Swamp 

Waters. Anyway I say no. Poet indeed! Have you read 
her alleged poems? Well I haven't either but they're 
trash!" 

Jill: (pitiful) They, they've been published in real magazines, 

and right alongside Robert Penn Warren one time! 

Mick: "I repeat, trash!" 

(gruff male) "And I." 

(shrieking female) "I too! Emphatically!" 


(Flit) Then it's agreed! Goody! Send her the 


rejection letter.” 


Jill: 


Mick: 


Jill: 


Mick: 


Jill: 


Mick: 


JELLs 


Mick: 


ils 


Mick: 


JFLLE: 
Mick: 


Bh RE 


Mick: 


JLLES 


Mick: 


JieiTs 


10 
shrieSe* 

That, was that fuckin suckin conniving dragon-breathed 
super bitch, Dr. Felecia Colia-Gustin! 
My advisor...and I walked her poodles. 
Toad! 
Better than the ultimate sacrifice. 
Tuesday evening? 
Isn't it bad enough, your being the world's clumsiest 
sneak thief? I mean without reminding me of my 
character? Lousiest thing you can do to a person. 
I wouldn't fuck Dr. Felicia Colia-Gustin with your’ dick. 
Well I hope nobody else's. We are friends after alll. 
Oh Mickey! I'm becoming something pretty awful. 
When they really do a number on you you're liable to 
turn into anything. 
Male gogo slease? 
Foul-mouthed sixties-style broad! 
You're right. (panic) And I have to be a lady tonight! 
I must! So I can ask the big man for help. 
Why bother? 
Just recg¢ommend some place I can get work. Hey he’s a 
poet besides being a paste-pot artist. 
You're out of date. Itéall computer today. 
Still slapping everybody's best work ep Saaeaaa a 


Youre iy 
by his own inane introductions.’ ,;These gUys can churn 
out the crap ten times faster now. Technology the great 


shit multiplier! 


Mick: 


Jill: 


Mick: 


PLease 


Jill: 


Mick: 


Jill: 


Mick: 


Jill: 


Mick: 
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Yeah he's a real man of letters, the big man, lousy at 

all of them. 

I think the New York Times omnibus reviews are cute. He 
gets twenty books on a page. 

What the hell, what's the owner of the dress factory to 

do? He buys a book for his mistress, and doesn't want 

to insult her, so he accepts the big man's 

recommendation, or he buys the big man's latest 

fictional opus. "Vintage!" another jerkoff 

reviewer pro-CLAIMS. Then, miraculously, the big man reviews 


jerkoff's smackass poems. 


"At last! A fresh voice from out of the mountainous plains!" 


One hand ritually washes another. But we're 

just jealous. 

That too. But we're not trying to shine shit at least. 
Well fuck all of that. That, as you’re so fond of 
saying, is the world. I'm no rebel. Just let them tell 
me what to do. What's important now, Doctor Slease, is 
that the big man got the reputation and he's plugged 
into the old boy network. 

He knows literally everybody! 

Thought you girls had that kiss-ass crap worked out with 
your own networks. What's wrong with you, stupid loner? 
Hey! I've performed wonders, coming as I did from 
Mother Drunk and Father Haymaker! Knocked me cold out 
once. (points to chin) On the button. He was sorry. 
People are sorry. 


Aint they? 


a oe ee 


Mick: 


Jill: 


Mick: 
Friis 


Mick: 


Jill: 


Mick: 
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It’s a wonder I'm not afraid of everyone. Hey! 1 am 
afraid of everyone. 
Except me. 
No excuses! Ever! Especially tonight. I will steel 
myself to turn on the inane charm. I! can do it! Real 
Sweetface! "Buffalo next? One hears mostly of the 
wind-chill factor, and depths upon depths of snow. But 
you'll melt their hearts I am sure!" 
Depths upon depths all right. 
Well something like that. [ know how. Trust me. 
Forget it! You can't compete with truly empty asshole 
women at that party. They've been pouring out the shit 
and sugar syrup for too many years. (He mimics such 
behavior with several gestures and faces--abruptly 
stops) YOU can't do it! 
Oh faithless floozie! But they ARE first class. 
Maybe catch him in a weak moment when the sumptuous 
banquet of brownnoses and camp followers ceases for, uh, 
the nonce. 
(signs, stares at floor, shakes head with exaggerated 


slowness.) Come on. Let’s work on the dress. 
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Scene 3 


JILL is seated on the bed, so depressed as to be unmindful of her 
posture--legs far apart, rag doll like. MI@K enters in 
trenchcoat, bare -legs showing. He doesn't notice her 
immediately. When he does he xs to her, bends down grotesquely 
to attempt to meet her eyes. Failing, he unbuttons the coat, 
wiggles and dances and bumps and grinds. No reaction. Removes 


sequened jock and throws over back towards audience. Still. no 


reaction. 

Mick: That good, huh? 

Jill: (whispers) Button up. 

Mick: (He does) Then you be (pushing her legs together) a 
lady! 

Jilis Oh! Not that! Not that! 

Mick: Well that pins down the reason for the catatonic state. 

JELES Oh Jesus. 

Mick: What exact--? 

Jill: I'll never tell! Never never never never never! 

Mick: You'll tell. This is Mickey. 

wa iT; Who'd sell my bed. 

Mick: Would and could and probably will. That’s the 


world, hon, as I am allegedly fond of saying. 
I would do you or me no good to go easy on you. The 


The world won't. The little strutting emperors and 


MicK: (cont) shrieking Medusas in the English Department won't. 
And all the charl#lt@ns everywhere won't because they 
have to have the edge on you. They're too fragile 
otherwise. Thgey are compelled to lean on you to + 


bend you closer to the ground. 


JL115 The dirt. 

Mick: NOW WHAT HAPPENED? 

Jill: (still incredulous) ...sell my bed. 

Mick: Because I love you. Why the hell are we talking about 


your bed all the time? You are seizing on that because 
of some other devastation, maybe tonight's. 

Pile? Don't be hard, Mick. Be soft. Be a marshmallow, a 
big white sticky gob I can f- f- f-all into and cry 
what's left of my heart out. Be a big fuckin 
marshmallow! (Spreads out arms as if to embrace 


something huge. ) 


Mick: Never! That's not love. That’s shit! 
Jill: Strange way of 1- Oh well, we're both str- 
Mick: BOTH STRANGE, SAYS AGING COED OF QUEER AND SHE 

Jill: Her. 

Mick: My degree is in literature. 

Jili% Hopeless now. 

Mick: Is that a generic comment or what? Letés be specific. 
Jill: All right. All right. You'd sell my bed and I'm 


Supposed to unload my heart. A lousy exchange 


but no big deal. I’m used to-- 


Mick: 


SEE E: 


Mick: 


JiAti: 


Mick: 


Jill: 


Mick: 


Lit 


Mick: 


Jill: 


Mick: 


Jill: 


It's not an exclusive club. 
Well it's no mystery. Just picture the worst thing 
could've happened. 
Hmmmmm. 
And embellish that with noxous stinks and petty 
robbery. 
Could the big man still get it up? And shall we add 
three inches to his mile-long resume? 
That's hardly the-- 
Then afterwards you two on a cigarette, his allusions 
to hollow sadness in resonant French. 

vece Ir10N) 
Shut up. When we got there,, Dr. Satersfield’s house 
complete with mini wife in brittle posesé, and 
Dr. Felecia Colia-Gustin seeing to everything while 
transported beyond hysteria. 
(Mick pantomimes both women, manically and 
alternately.) Sick. 
They laughed at Isadora Duncan and she invented the 
donut. 


--was so sick! I was thinking emergency room, pump 


shit out of my stomach. But, first I get in the line of 


academic asskissers, potential whores, and blow-job 
artistes. 

Nicely put. Any international fairies? "I was with 
Noel in Montego. I swallowed bennies with Tennie in 
Recife." 

Undoubtedly. Anyway I must wait while those in front 


gush over the big man, and my STOM-ach! 


Mick: 


Jill: 


Mick: 


Jill: 


Mick: 


Jill: 


Mick: 


= iS Ke 


Mick: 


Jill: 


Mick: 


JLT ¢ 


Mick: 


Ji11% 


Mick: 


i Be Bal 


Mick: 
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Roll Jordan roll! 

So-o sick! 

Then drive to the basket! Don’t suck around in the 
three point area! 

I'm still half-court back there drowning in the 
Satersfield's world of Laura Ashley! But I stay and 
Stay, hoping the big man can suggest a chance at a job. 
I want to save my bed. (half sob) 

Slim to none your chances in everything. 

(sick and scared expression) 

Oh? That awful? 

S22cBe D. 

Silent but deadly. You haven't forgotten grammar 
school! 

No, I haven’t grown up at all. 

Little assholes become big assholes. If you avoid that 
fate then I guess you haven't grown up. 

Like evil spirit it came out of me. And kept coming. 
Hey you were being exorcized. Your gut confired that 
it was wrong going there to butter up the big man. 

If you say so. 

Against conscience and morality. 

I was willing to try. They haven't left me the luxury 
of integrity. 

So pitiful now in your self-pity! And so pitifully 
outgunned! You don't just become a classy sucker- 


woman. Like any craft it takes a lifetime. 
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v1t13 Well the women behind me didn't fit the type either. 


Their glasses rested on their teeth. 


Mick: Enough to queer a real hung dude like me. 

Jill: One of them said "Isn't it close in here?" I mean 
after-- 

Mick: you passed gas--in the poetic euphemism. And the other 
lovely? 

4422: Said she didn't notice. 

Mick: The denial type. Well brought up to the point of 
choking. 

Ji LAS Then...I think I'll throw them something literary. 


Given the insufferably party, in quotations, and the 
fact, not in quotations, that I was dying. 


Mick: It's literary already! 


FE2 13 So I said, commented, “stream...of consciousness of the ass!" 
Mick: t-7ik6 At. It’s got vulgarity and alleged learning. 
Jill: Then popping out from behind denial-broad this bashed up es 


cheerleader slut with hair the color of old t-shirts 
says "I'd appreciate it if you just KNOCK IT OFF! 


I'm doing my dissertation on him!" 


Mick: I love it! 
JEEE: I apologize. Sick as I am bite my lip till it bleeds! 
Mick:: Okay I heard enough. Let's end it with dissertation 


for that is a good and a terminal idea. 


Besides, I know what happened after. 
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FETS (lifts jacket to reveal pitcher) A small part of it. 

Mick: Oh!? Well, uh, let's have a drink to celebrate perversity. 

(lifts pitcher to see bottom) K-Mart Crystal. Good 

for I will countenance no other. 
$4123: (rising wearily, exiting) (off) Welch's Grape or 

Amanda's Natural. 
Mick: I'll take Welch’s. I wasted too many years on 


Amanda's Natural whatever. 


p(s ea Beg Faggot. 

Mick: Yes. We've yet to establish what you are. 

Jiil: That's simple. I am an idiot. 

Mick: Poet anyway. 

BO a 3 (returning with jelly glasses) Giving that up too. 


Hell I worked and worked until I've screwed the 
language down to dog shit cryptic. (She holds glasses; 
he pours.) To (toasting) dog shit. 
The next thing, appropriately enough, is nothing. 

Mick: All real writers tend towards silence after (chokes on 


drink) they've lived awhile. 


SALLI: I'd quote you on that if I was ever going to write 
again. 
Mick: Well you've got to stop before that. Always have to 


stop before that. In everything! 

Jill: Thank you Mr. Rogers. But you cannot reach the biggest 
asshole in the asshole world. 

Mick: You're not that good. Besides you'll feel better 
tomorrow. You'll forget. Everybody forgets 
everything, including events of an obscure evening. 


JE Ls You don't even know what they are yet. 
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Mick: I do know that this! is condemned rocket fuel! How'd 
you--2? 
mh ea bee In fleeing I ran right ignto drapes and wound round and 


round along with a little table and pitcher and glasses. 
Whirled out of there with the Pitcher as glasses 
shattered behind me with one big shat! 
, 
ow magicly appropriate, Dervish, for you purloined the Brand 
X martinis intended for grad students and junior 
faculty. (briefly exits) (off) Pour this sucker out. There! 
Fuck all you classcist pricks! (enters) Home of the 
free my ass! You saw how they sucked off the big man. 
Bring in the Queen of England and they'd gO round and 
round the world with her, and lick the floor when they 
had to take a break. Over two hundred fucking years. 
and we're n_ot free yet! Emerson warned us though it's 
not my field. If it wasn't so pitiful it'd be 
disgusting! BUT TO THE CLIMAX! 
(drags her up) 
ma Bt Be Though} you'd never ask. 
Mick: (shakingher hand) You you you you (He is casting around 


for the big man's voice) have the advantage over me, my 


dear. 
JT LE What he said. How'd you know? 
Mick: Don't I know h im and his pretentious, portentous ilk? 


And don't I know you, standing there ready to cry? 
sii: You got that right too. I waited an hour and ptomaine- 


sick to boot! 


Mick: Plus, PLUS, you couldn’t kiss his ass if you had a road 


Mick: 


Pkals 


Mick: 


Jill: 


Mick: 


a2 EE t 


Mick: 


Jill: 


Mick: 


ns i Sl ba 


Mick: 


m 6 RD hee 


Mick: 


Jill: 


Mick: 


Ji: 


(cont ) map to find it. 


He repeats it and then explains it. 


A teacher! "I said, you have the advant--etcetera.” 
Your name?" 

So i told him I was (mutters) 

Tell me! Mickey! 

DR. FELICIA COLIA-GUSTIN. 

A K A Meanest Bitch To Ever Fire In a Tampon! I love 
rt! 

"Of course, Dr. Cuntio-Gashouse! Your charman has 
showered praise on you! You must be utterly without 
faults. Not even one tiny, miniscule one?” 

That's the rhythm anyway. 

(pulling her towards him so she, despite resisting, 
must lose balance) And then you said it. 

It just came out. 

Things were coming out, yes. 

"Um hmmmmm, my dear!"”(yanks her) And are you watching 
his other hand? Protecting the heinie I believe the 
brochure reads. (He stops pulling. They stare) 

You said? 

Why don't you just go fuck yourself?" 

(dropping her hand) You're saying that to me, now, 
right? 

(shakes head) 

How many heard? 


You could've heard a flea rub velvet. 


Mick: 


Jill: 


Mick: 


JttL: 


Mick: 


Jill: 


Mick: 


ELIS 


Mick: 
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Then then then then (pondering action) this is you! 
(frantic running and flashing) Into the drapes and 
round and round! 

Without the flashing please...though you couldn't make 


it any worse. 


(kneels) The miraculous manefestation of the martini 


pitcher in a whirl of flame! 

Dusty drapes. 

Oh ye of little faith! 

What now? What next? 

(leaping up as Chairman) “That book? Book? I wasn't 
supposed to give you that book. You sf it was MY book I 
gave you. You shouldn't have taken my book. It’s my 
book, you see. So if you'd be so kind as to-- you see 
that class I gave you has been cancelled, so you see 
there’s no longer any reason to have a book, let alone 
my book. Now if you'd be kind enough to point me 


towards my office.” 


(screeching voice) "After lengthy consideration of your 
application to enter the PhD program, we regret to 
inform you--" Everybody's always regretting to inform 
me! 

Youse is out, broad, out! O- U - T! Academic persons, 
professional persons, do not got out of control, 


however in gastric difficulty, or provoked by their 


condition of dirt-eating peonage. 
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a ES Bet I wasn't provoked. Not really. The chairman can’t help 
it that he’s another insidiously vague bastard. And the 
big man can't help it if he's been made into a master 
asshole. I'm the misfit--at least here. 

Mick: You won't fit anywhere, Jill. I can't really, being 
queer. Even among queers I can't. 

di 02: (mercurially upset) I refuse to believe that there's no 
place for me. Somewhere! S-UM-WHERE! I must hope. 

I must hope for hope! P-ray I'll pray! (kneels) 


Really! See! 


Mick: Let...me tell you story. 

Jill: Oh please do. I won't listen. (crawls back on bed to 
lie down) 

Mick: When I was about twelve-- 

gills (loudly hums) 

Mick: Shut up, Jill. Nobody in the history of the world has 


fucked up as badly as you did tonight! 
Jill: Hitler! 
Mick: We went to Florida, my odd family. Not as sensational 
as yours but as strange. Anyway, among the wonders of 
the time was a duck show. There were little episodes, 
each with a star duck and it seemed like a hundred other 
ducks just around to make noise. 
#ii1: That’s all I want. I'll take one's place. 
Mick: The stars were Elvis Duck, little guitar around his 
neck, Richard Nixon Duck who dove whenever the P. A. 


said Watergate, and Marylyn Monroe duck in sequined bra and spiky 


Wy) (x 
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JATL: All the water--hard for a girl to maintain control over 
her wig--or her feathers for that matter. Well well 
well that was a lovely story, and you are quite a 
boring young man with your clothes on. 
Mick: After, we waited a bit to let the others clear out. 
On little mats on the hillside. The trainer came over 


and asked if we liked the show. 


Jill: What could you say? What could you compare it to? 
Mick: Dad remembered details of each episode, I recall. 

Jill: Oh no! 

Mick: — (laughs) How Marylyn Duck sort of wiggled extra in her 


act--even for a duck. 
oi Fs I'm not hearing this. I’ve been kidnapped by cretinous 


Martians. Mars is all Disneyworlds by the way. 


Mick: How Richard Nixon Duck--well I told you. And how Elvis 
Duck- - 

Jill: My favorite. 

Mick: somehow plucked his guitar with his bill. They said he 


played Home on the Range. 

Jill: I don't believe it. I'll bet it was The Sabre Dance. 

Mick: Well the trainer laughed and laughed! 

Jill: Loved his work! I wish I had some to love. Hate 
wouldn't be so bad either. 

Mick: IT'S THE SAME DUCK! That's what that trainer told us. 
See Ducks are so dumb it takes forever to train just the 
one. It's the same duck, Jill. Elvis, Dickie, Marylyn! 

Jill: Fascinating! How did I exist without knowing that? 

Mick:. So it makes no difference where you go, you'll still 


encounter the big man and the chairman and Dr. Colia-Gustin. 
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Pits I don't believe that. I can't. I'll travel my whole 

life long. And I'll find the right Place or I'll die. (sobs) 
It's not the same duck! It's not! I'll show you! I'll 
Show everybody! (leaps up, exits, comes back with 


backpack with only one strap) This is Mine, half 


operable. 
Mick: An unnecessary scene so stop it. 
JilL: You can have the bed--a gift. 
Mick: Is it something I said? 
Mick: Listen to you! That stupid line sounds serious! You 


must be acting. 


Mick: Where--? 

Jill: What the hell's the difference? 

Mick: To me a hell of a lot! 

Jill: Um hm. I hope you noticed how quickly I packed. And by 


the way, that’s my trenchcoat. You keep it. It's not 
raining. 

Mick: Don't play games with generosity. Let's not play games 
anyway, not us. 

Jill: I don't know anymore if I'm playing games anywhere, so I 
don’t bother to ask the question. 

Mick: Quite enough. I'd like you to stay. Very sincerely. 

Jill: And I'm going cause that's the whir-ruld! (world) 
Besides, people like me who break decorum while ringed 


by assholes are better banished. Unfit for decent 


company. 
Mick: Jill. Please. What can I say to dissuade--? 
5 let Don't bother. 


Mick: The bed, I...half serious. The bed is yours in 
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Mick: (cont) perpetuity. 
Jib): I will it to you. Welllll...hasta la biscuit. 


(rises, and as he moves towards her, break; into a run to 


the door.) ; 

Mick: (catching her ) vo now! Jill!" 

Jill: (not struggling) Now this is silly. Come on, Mick. 
Come on now. You're being silly. It's best for both of 
us. You'll meet a guy or I'll meet a guy. ‘Tet 

Mick: (moving her back to bed) Please? 


Jill: Still sounds funny--wouldn't be the SAME GUY...hope. 


Mick: (losing breath) What...want? 

Jill: Nothing. No one. It's easy. 

Mick: (They sit on his) No! 

Jib: Mickey Mickey Mickey. Be best for both us us to let go 


this minute. No regrets. Go our separate ways. 
It’s not the worst thing in the world. 
You'll always be my fr-- 
Mick: (slips down to his knees and hugs hers, sobbing) Ji-- 
AS ge Wow! Now..-.enough. Jesus Christ, Mickey! 
You're going to get me crying next--and I never cry 
for a good reason. 
Mick: Don’t talk...s-s-s-s stay. Don't...anything. 
JiLY: Come on. Back up here and sit. (He does; she puts her 
arm around him) It IS time, Mick. 
Mick: No! 
Jill: Now listen. How long could... You'll meet a a a, an 


an intimate friend, or one who proves to be...and I-- 
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Mick: That's all right. I can accept it then, but not to go 
to nothing. 

Jill: From nothing to nothing. What the hell is the 
difference? Oh now you're hurt! 

I don't mean WE were the nothing. 

Mick: Just stay. We'll... At least...(wait to) 
tomorrow...think better. Welll (think) clearer. 

tilt: Well I don't have to do anything this minute. Let's get 
you back to your sassy self. Now come on now. 

Mick: L'a. .try. I'n-- 

Ji11: Never mind. Never mind. Anything for just now. Don't 
force-- : 

Mick: Okay. I...1.think...I'm-- 

PL a I think we can talk a little now. 

Mick: (fearful) (o)kay. 

JLLES The most impractical part of any future here for me is I 
have no money! 

Mick: Don't care. I-- 

Jill: I may hate the middle class or its deification in the 
professorate, but I subscribe to one of their values: 
pay your own way, Sister! 

Mick: You'll get job. Pay back any-- 

JE EL I don't want to owe. Even now I think some things got 
fuzzy between us at times about money, and I probably 
owe you something. 

Mick: No no, nothing nothing. 

es ED i You'll say anything to keep me here. 


That's sick. 


Mick: It's it’s it's...a claw. Loneliness. 


JiLLS 


Mick: 


dab: 


Mick: 


Jill: 


Mick: 


Jill: 


Mick: 


Jill: 


Mick: 


JPL TS 


Mick: 


Jill: 


You said 


Mick: 


Jill: 


Mick: 
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Yeah it is. Well, we have got to--(starts rising) 

(LEAPS up) No, I.-.! Listen! Listen! Oh why didn't I 
think of this before? (hits head) Stupid head! Now 
listen! 

(shrugs, sinks back) 

You work for me! I mean partners. 

I'm not ready for dancing degradation. I am deGRADED. 
I'll admit that. 

(striding) I mean the books! Why in the HELL didn't I 
think of it before? 

Uh huh. Just disguised charity. Don't give me that 
bullshit! 

No! Listen! 

Stop saying listen! I have done a lot of listening in 
my life, and you can see what it's added up to. 

The whole junior college system just changed yesterday 
from the big man's book to the latest shit-wonder! That 
means thousands of-- 

And we, that is the university, just adopted it! 

Doesn't take Mrs. Einstein's little boy Albert to see-- 
We'll start tomorrow at City Junior for five bucks a 
throw. Rush back here and sell for fifteen! 

I don't know. (pause during which he gets attache case) 
partners? 

(opens case and starts counting money) Right. Here. 
I’1l split. 

I want to sign a receipt! 


Don't worry! 
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ry ad a I liked the old mean-spirited you better! A person I 


could deal with. 


Mick: You count it. 

JULES That can wait. What'll we call our--? 

Mick: If anything can WAIT-- 

ms al eS Already, and predictably, the partners do not see eye to 
eye. 


Mick: Okay. Go ahead. 


Jie: The Same Duck! 

Mick: I don't bel--(ieve)! 

Fee Ge "Cause we're the same duck. 

Mick: (shrugs) Okay. 

Jill: Something. The Same Duck Something. 
Mick: Company? Consortium? Conglomorate? 
Hf be fe Nothing sounds right. 

Mick: Tell me later. 


Jill: Guild! Yeah! 

Mick: Why? 

Jill: Sounds more equal. 

Mick: So we'll be equal and sound equal. 

Jill: And and and and and ONE-THIRD of the profits go to the 
homeless! 

Mick: Jesus H. Christ Jill! We haven't made one penny! 

JULES Or it's no go. 

Mick: What you do with your half is-- 

al ea Uh uh. We must. The Guild! | 

Mick: Okay okay I'll go along with the premise. 

JL ELS You'll PROMise! 

Mick: I'll promise then. But a percentage to be worked out 


later. It could be even more. 
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SEED? Hey! I’m not a complete asshole, partner. Do not break 


the eleventh commandment! Do not bullshit your 


partner! 
Mick: I wasn-- 
Jill; It's an attitude. It just stinks of an attitude. 
Mick: Okay it won't be more. 
JiLi: You know what I'm tallking about. 
Mick: Week from today we'll decide the exact percentage. 
siti And you'll sign a paper. 
Mick: I'll sign. 
Fiti: That’s better--for now. 
Mick: It's not going to be a partnership if you're a bully. 
Jill: Hey! I'1l bully on this one; you'll bully on something 


else. Our whacked-out world isn't perfect, but we'll 
try to make it fair. And I'll tell you another thing. 
I’m going out tomorrowearly to get stationery and 
business cards printed, and at that little studio 
place that the ultra shopping center uses, ‘cause they 
can whip up a duck that won't look like a pelican or a 
horse! 

Mick: Go ahead. But it'll cost a fortune. 

Jill: Shit cost that much less? Hey hold me down! I got fire 
running through me now! 

Mick: But we can't drink to it, my having drained the rocket 

fuel pitcher. 

JLT: Who cares? It is and of itself. It needs no more. 

Mick: It needs us. It needs you. 


= iy a Ph (falls back on bed) I'm needed! 


Ji PL: 
Mick: 
JiE IT 


Mick: 


JERL: 


Mick: 


Jill: 


Mick: 


B iB bs el 
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AFTER A LONG MOMENT JILL SITS BOLT UPRIGHT 

(quietly) No. 

No what? 

It's...nice, but it's not what... I don't know what-- 
Jill for Christ's sake! It's natural to get cold feet 
at this early stage. It'll pass. 

No. No it won't. No. 

Christ don't DO this to me! Up and down. It tears me 
up! Please. Give it some time. Sleep on it. 

No. It's lovely of you and it would be fun and I love 
you, bu-- 

PLEASE! 

It’s a claw, the loneliness you said, right? Well I'm 


heading for that claw and anything else. (and she is 


suddenly up with her backpack; MICK moves towards her.) No! 


Mick: 
Jit}: 
Mick: 


Jill: 
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Not this time, dear Mickey!You must let me go and I-- 

Oh Jill I can't take it! 

Goodby Mick and not a step closer. 

T-ake money! 

God Mick you're wonderful after all. I’ll take ten for 

the bed and that's all! 
HE HANDS HER TEN; SHE TAKES IT. 
SHE EXITS; HE THROWS HIS HANDS TO HIS FACE AS 
LIGHTS GO QUITE SLOWLY TO BLACK 


(off) Thank you. 
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